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Council, I summoned all the Treasury clerks to count the cash and
ordered canvas bags to be made at the nearest store. There is no
dirtier or more wearisome job than counting ^2,500 in grimy silver
when one is distracted by having to watch the subordinates to see that
they do not levy toll upon their task. The bags were barely sealed
when the steamer from Samoa came in; an escort of sulky police
were requisitioned, and I stood by to count the porters down the hill
to the gangway and heard the muttered reproaches of the bystanders,
who looked for something better from a Government that had been
so profuse in self-advertisement.